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—one- 


David has to clench his fists and take slow, deep breaths to stop himself from knocking Eddie onto the 
pavement. A headache is threatening to split his skull. Eddie is lucky he's so puny, or else David would have no 


qualms about breaking his jaw; he's done worse to people less maddening. 


Eddie, oblivious to David's crumbling self-control, harps on about the show the next evening: the set needs to 
be this way; they need to play these songs in this order; this is how they should go about it. He gesticulates 
with his hands, as if David is too stupid to understand his words. 


"Will you cool your shit for once in your life?" David says as they enter their hotel on the banks of a broad 


river. 


Eddie gives him a dark look. "I happen to have a good work ethic, unlike some people." 
"You mean you have your head rammed up your ass.” 


"David," Eddie says, a note of warning in his voice. It is that middle-aged librarian tone that grates on David's 


nerves. 


"Edward." David grins when Eddie sucks his teeth and scowls; he hates being called that. "Dear, sweet Edward," 
says David in a saccharine tone, wrapping an arm around Eddie and pulling him close. He makes a sweeping arc 
with his other arm, in a grandiose gesture. "When'll you understand that life's a song? You need to fucking sing 


it, man." 


Eddie squirms, trying to get free. He claws at David's forearm with negligible success, and David can't help but 
feel just a bit smug that he's so much stronger than him. At length Eddie makes a frustrated noise from the 
back of his throat. "Let go of me, you overgrown baby" 


They step onto the fifth floor, arguing, half-wrestling, calling each other names. Dave is almost certain they 
will start yanking each other's hair, like toddlers. In the pristine, sunlit hallway they run into Alex, who raises 


his eyebrows in greeting when he sees them. 


Eddie wriggles free of Dave's grip, huffs, and smooths his tropical-print shirt. He declares that he will be in his 
room, and marches away, head held high. 


Dave glowers after him, rubbing his arms. "Prick," he mutters, when the other boy is out of earshot. "I feel 


like a need a hard drink every time | talk to him." 


Alex gives an exasperated smile. "You know," he says, pushing his hands into his jeans pockets, "you two fight 


like a married couple." 

"What?" says David sharply. "Ugh, why did you say that? Al, gross" For some reason, he feels his cheeks heat 
up, and puts his face in his hands. Feeling a desperate need to compensate, he says, "He's a total asshole, and 
you know it. | can't understand how anyone likes him." 


"All right," says Alex in a placating tone. "I didn't realise you felt so strongly about him." 


David sputters. "I don't.| don't feel." Christ, why can't he talk? He gives himself a good, hard mental thrashing 


for acting like a pubescent boy who has just discovered a girl he finds attractive. 
"Whatever. See you later," says Alex, disappearing into the elevator. 
David groans and retreats to his airy room, which is right next to Eddie's. He sits on the edge of his bed, 


takes a packet of cigarettes from the bedside table, and lights one with a match. Lying flat on his back, he 


takes a deep drag, allowing the nicotine to calm his nerves. As he releases a long plume of lavender smoke, 


Eddie's face comes to his mind, and he scoffs and rolls to his side. 


He does not like Eddie, even as a friend. Eddie Van Halen is a jackass of the highest order, a perfectionist, cold- 
hearted fucker who shoves everyone away so he can concentrate on the success of the next album. Of 
course, you can easily mistake him for being cute as a button. There are those wide, chestnut-brown eyes, to 
start with, not to mention that dimpled smile and his small, boyish frame. But then there's also that intense 
way he looks at you when he's serious (which is most of the time, if David's being honest), with that little 
furrow in his brow, and it's hard to not respect him. And David respects him immensely, as a musician, with 


his stunning technique and raw emotion and the way his long, brittle fingers fly across the strings and.. 
Eddie can shove the barrel of a gun in his own mouth, for all David cares. 


He flicks his cigarette in an ashtray, settles himself against a soft pillow, and rips open a magazine from his 
bedside table. He stares furiously at the first page, a picture of a topless blonde girl lying by a swimming pool, 
until his eyes water. He flips the pages. All girls, all gorgeous, none of them with curly brown hair or guitars 


slung across their chests. 
He closes the magazine and flings it in the dustbin, and puts his head in his hands. 


Who is he kidding? He has a massive, massive thing for Eddie and he's pretty sure it's not going away any time 


soon. 
-two- 


David wonders if Eddie has a thing for him, too. He has caught Eddie staring at him sometimes, just from the 
corners of his eyes. Usually, Eddie seems to make a deliberate effort to avoid looking at him, turning his face 


aside or gazing at a spot on the ground. 


He thinks about bribing Alex with a bottle of Jack Daniels to find out for sure, but soon decides against it; he 
won't be able to handle the smirks and the innuendo he's sure to be bombarded with. Moreover, Alex might 
just rip his guts out, and David doesn't want to die quite so young. 


-three- 


David wishes Eddie would shut up about Valerie already. For the last fifteen minutes he's endured Eddie's 
saccharine half-poetry about his wife as they walk down the street: "Have you seen her eyes? They just melt 
into a sunset in the light. And God, the way she holds my hands. l'm telling you, man, she's the best woman in 
the world" 


David likes Valerie. She's a smart, sweet girl. But right now her name is the last thing he wants to hear. 
Resisting the urge to clamp a hand over his guitarists mouth, he says, "Eddie, if you don't shut up, l'm gonna 
get you laid with some groupie tonight." 


"I'm not doing that!" says Eddie, an appalled expression on his face. Loyal bastard. Soft as putty, really, despite 
his ambition and his brutal sarcasm. David can't decide whether he admires Eddie or thinks he's missing out. 


Then the sun catches Eddie's thick eyelashes and, for a moment, David forgets to breathe. 
-four- 


‘Move over. My TV's not working," says Eddie, clambering into David's bed. He's bare to the waist, wearing only 
loose pajama pants. He snuggles up next to David, warm and smelling of powder, and pulls the duvet up to his 
chest. God, why does Eddie have to choose right now to have one of his rare moments of affection? 


David swallows. "Why don't you go to Al?" 


"He's out, and his door's locked," mumbles Eddie, eyes glued to the screen, which is showing a poorly executed 
music video by a new rock band. He sighs and idly rests his head against David's shoulder. "Sorry if | fall 


asleep." 


David endures Eddie's weight against for the rest of the night, with the biggest hard-on he's ever got in his 
life. At the break of day he rolls Eddie off him and scrambles to take an ice-cold shower. 


-five- 


David does not speak to Eddie for the next few weeks, save for work-related stuff. He fills his belly with vodka 
and whiskey, makes idle chatter with the staff, and fucks groupies. His men exchange glances when he tells 
them not to give backstage passes to any brunettes, and preferably not to short girls. This turns out to be a 
bit of a problem, because most of the girls are short brunettes. 


He even tries to catch up on his reading, flipping through fantasy and sci-fi novels, but is unable to 
concentrate. Most of all, he avoids touching or looking at Eddie on stage, focusing his attention on Mikey and 
Alex and the audience. Eddie doesn't seem to notice; he carries on playing as normal, takes his bows, and 


bounds off the stage. 


It gets bleak sometimes. Once or twice, David messes up the lyrics to their songs, and on occasion forgets 
them altogether. He tries makes up for it with his acrobatics. Luckily, the audience doesn't appear to care, and 


cheers as loud as ever. 


One evening, David is lounging around on his unmade bed when there is a rap on the door. Eddie strides in, 
barefoot and clad in a loose band tee shirt. He shuts the door and says in that deadpan, l-am-not-amused 
tone, "You've been avoiding me." He has an eyebrow raised and his arms crossed over his chest, like he's 


fucking offended or something. 


For a moment, David gawps. Then he laughs. "Why, Eddie. | didn't know you cared." 


Eddie pushes his hands in his trouser pockets and narrows his eyes. "I don't" God, how can such beautiful eyes 
be so fucking cold? David curls his lip in a scowl, dropping all pretenses of geniality. He's annoyed. "Then why'd 
you ask?" 


"| thought whatever's bothering you might be affecting your performance," Eddie mumbles, fixing his gaze on a 
spot on the ground. 


‘My..performance?" says David in a low growl. That is the last straw. He grips Eddie's shoulders and slams him 
against a wall. He feels a twinge of guilt at Eddie's sharp cry of pain, but that passes soon enough. "Is that all 
you give a shit about, you bastard?" he hisses into the other boy's ear. He's never in his life laid a finger on 
Eddie, but now he's close to wringing his neck. 


"Let go," Eddie snarls, swatting at David's hands. 


"No. I've had enough of this," David says. "You're the biggest headache in my fucking life. Sometimes | think all 


my aches and pains would go away if you just disappeared” 
Eddie stiffens, eyes wide, looking like he's been slapped. 


"And you wanna know what else?" says David, stepping closer so that their breath mingles. "I know you're a 
total jackass, but | want you so badly it drives me crazy." His hands clench around Eddie's shoulders. "And | 
don't even understand why." 


Their eyes meet, and time seems to stand still. And then David knows, just knows that Eddie feels the same 


way. He feels it in his bones, in the pit of his belly. 


After what seems like an age, Eddie swallows. "So, what?" he says in a brittle voice. "You want me to up and 


tell Val our marriage is over?" 


"You keep your precious marriage. I'd rather have you screaming my name." He fondles Eddie's fringe, and then 
trails his index finger down his cheek, beneath his jaw. Lifting Eddie's chin, he says, "If you don't want me, then 


leave." He takes a step back, gesturing to the door. "l'm giving you a choice." 


There is a long, tense silence. Eddie looks away, still leaning heavily against the wall, as if it's the only thing 
keeping him from falling to his knees. 


David draws close to Eddie's ear and whispers, "Never say you didn't want me." Before Eddie can reply, David 
bends down and plants a trail of open-mouthed kisses down his slender neck. Eddie's head falls back and he 
gasps, squeezing his eyes shut. David sinks his fingers into the other boy's soft curls, holding his head firmly 
in place, and kisses him, sliding his tongue over his chapped lower lip. 


Eddie tentatively parts his mouth, and David slips his tongue inside, tasting cigarette smoke and the cheap wine 
they had with dinner. He snakes his hand between them to fumble with the button of Eddie's jeans. After a 


moment and a curse, he manages to open it and push his hand inside, and Eddie releases a moan that is more 
like a cry, his head falling on David's shoulder. 


The sound is seriously the hottest thing David's ever heard, and he groans low in his throat. "Fuck" He picks up 
Eddie from around the waist, making him yelp in surprise, and throws him onto the creaking double bed. He 
clambers over him, pausing a moment to take in those warm, chestnut eyes, glazed over and rimmed with 
dark lashes, and the flush across his cheeks and shoulders. A sheen of sweat glistens on Eddie's skin, and David 
licks a trail up his neck before kissing his swollen lips again. He grasps the hem of Eddie's jeans and wriggles 
them off him, along with his boxers. 


Eddie takes his hand and kisses his knuckles, again and again, and the pain in his face breaks David's heart. The 
stupid fucker is probably ripping himself apart over what he's doing to Valerie. 


Sitting up, David cups the other boy's cheeks and says, "We don't have to do this." When Eddie doesn't reply, 
he pulls him into a tight embrace. Eddie's face is pressed against his shoulder, and his trembling breath is hot 
against David's skin. Soon there is a warm wetness spreading over David's shirt. "No," he says, pulling back and 
holding Eddie by the upper arms. "No, no, don't cry. | can't watch you cry, man" He wipes the tears leaking 
from Eddie's eyes with his thumbs. "We can stop." 


"No, l." Eddie swallows. "I want this." David pauses, and then smooths his hair and kisses his cheekbone. 


He remembers that night in vivid detail. Clothes tossed on the floor, violet bite marks on pale skin. Eddie, 
writhing beneath him, eyes squeezed shut and mouth parted. Sharp nails raking down his back. The rhythmic 
creaking of the bed, the smell of their sweat and spunk. 


They lie together in sleepy contentment afterwards, Eddie's head resting against his chest. Neither speaks. 
Eddie smokes cigarettes, occasionally blowing smoke rings, while David toys with his curls. At intervals, David's 
arms wind around Eddie's waist, and they share lazy, tender kisses. It is silent, both in the room and outside. 
The rest of the world may as well not exist. 


David feels warm, and peaceful, and oddly settled. When was the last time he did this? He racks his brains and 
comes up blank. Usually, the only thing he does after fucking someone is showing her out the door. 


When the stars fade into day and pale sunlight seeps through the window, Eddie rolls out of bed, pulls on his 


jeans, and makes them strong Italian coffee. 


David takes a sip of his and grimaces at its bitterness - he never liked coffee, but he's feeling unusually 
obliging - and puts his cup down on the bedside table. Then he clears his throat. He wants another kiss - okay, 
maybe more than just one - but he also wants to ask Eddie something. "So," he says, as the other boy sits 
down on the edge of the bed, "are we, uh, doing this again?" 


Eddie looks sharply at him, an odd expression on his face. Then he frowns and drops his gaze to his lap, playing 
with a loose thread on his jeans. David sighs and stretches his arms above his head. "Stupid question. This is 


obviously over." 
Against his will, he feels pissed off. All he wanted to do was fuck Eddie into the mattress; he's got his wish. 
ld rather have you screaming my name. 


But when he glances at Eddie, dark hair tumbling down his slender back, his heart squeezes and his mouth goes 
dry. 


He leaves later that year, and tells himself that love isn't something he ever wanted, anyway. 


